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Vou. LXXII. 


Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took the Bishop of London down to Hampton 
Grammar School and helped him distribute prizes. He spoke a 
piece, and says life is too easy for us, we don’t work enough, and we 
ought to do some digging. Of course, he knows best what he has 
to do, but on this paper and with our Editor, well, we have to work, 
I should say, and don’t get time to put in much digging. Why it 
wis Only last week the Chief refused me three days off to cut the 
grass on my front lawn at Clapham Rye! 


OTIUM CUM DIG. 


The Bishop of London’s been having his say, 
. And, hark at him shopman and clurk, 
And ’busmanh pursuing your eighteen-hour day— 
He says: we don’t do enough work ! 
So come, all ye printers and signalmen, too, 
And labourers down at the docks, 
The Bishop says digging’s what we ought todo ; 
So come along—pull up your socks! 
Went down to Fox Hill, Aldershot, and helped off some smart 
manceuvres. Ran down to Brighton for the Cup (nearly missed my 
train on account of Big ‘Ben striking all sorts of hours), but came 
back and saw Parliament properly prorogued. 


Thursday.—_Went to Cowes, Canterbury, and Brighton. Got 
wet through with all three different kinds of rain. Just to pass 
the time, went and saw a lot of Ministers and ex-Ministers, etc., off 
for their holidays. Got cold. Went home and had gruel. 


Friday.—Took Sir Wilfrid Lawson to breakfast with the Metro- 
politan Templar Federation at Exeter Hall. Went and had a 
drink afterwards. Took Her Imperial Graciousness Eugéne to 
visit Her Most Gracious, and left them-talking over old times—all 
about the Exhibitions of ’51, ’62, and ’67, and how different things 
are. Went and closed Cowes for them. Dismal meeting this year. 


A WARNING. 


It’s many a day, I’m bound to say, 
Since we met such dirty weather 

Ath’art our bows as we’ve found at Cowes— 
‘Which was dismal altogether. 

If the powers that be don’t wish to see 
The public faith diminished, 

They’ll mend their ways and have fine days, 
Next time, from start to finish. 


Saturday.—Went to Hyde Park yesterday and heard all—and 
possibly more—about the grievances of shop assistants, warehouse- 
men, and clerks. Ran over to Paris to-day and saw the Shah off 
home—no place like home, I dare say, and no doubt he wants to 
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get back and try his new motor cars. Went down to Canterbury 
and closed the proceedings for them. Fine day, but that simply 
looked like a chuckle on the weather’s part after being wet all the 
week, 
CRUEL WEATHER. 
A wet and weary “ week ”’ it was 
They had at Canterbury, 
They couldn’t get in play because 
The grass was sodden (very). 
On Saturday the sun came out— 
Upon the back to pat them ? 
Not it! It knows its way about— 
’T was simply laughing at them. 


Monday.—Took the Lord Mayor and Lady down to Scarborough, 
helped the former to ‘‘ take the freedom ”’ as ‘‘ top boy,’’ and have 
all manner of fun. Opened the Zion Congress at Queen’s Hall. 
Helped Lady Muncaster to launch the new armoured vessel Hogue 
at Barrow, also saw the new P,.and O. steamship Persia put into 
the water at Greenock. Had an hour at the grouse, by the way. 


SAME OLD SPORT. 


The celebrated “ 12th’’ has come, 
And off the folks are scooting, 
‘ Some simply “ out of town,” and some 
“To do a little shooting.” 
And here and there (he never lags !) 
The humourist one traces; 
Who speaks of people ‘“‘ making bags,’ 
And even talks of ‘ braces.” 
Saw Lord Salisbury off to Schlucht and wished him better health. 
Back by Paris, where the students are having a merry ‘“ week,” and 
stayed for the ‘‘ gala ’’ performance of the opera. 


Tuesday.—Went and helped them to open the Horticultural Show 
at the Drill Hall, Westminster, and then escorted the Princess to 
Netley Hospital to visit the latest consignment of wounded. Had 
an hour at the Folkestone Regatta, and finished up at the Co-opcra- 
tive Festival at the Crystal Palace. Oh, by the way—/ave you seen 
the City Police in their new sur bonnets ? 


A DOUBTFUL POLICE-Y. 


Oh, the constable’s a useful institution, 

And nobody, who isn’t quiet a fool, 
Would suggest the very slightest diminution 

Of the efforts made to keep him nice and coo! ; 
They ought to give him serge continuations, 

And his head with helmet white they ought to deck, 
‘Instead of which ’ he makes perambulations 

With a little bit of khaki on his neck! 


THE SPOTTER. 
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Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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| a 2 of yer think they was a’ chuckin i’stead o’ rice at a weddin’ darn there?’ the milluns of eggs we imports wich 
* Dunno! eT ; 
shows there is allus a market for ’em, 


* Why the punchins out o’ tram tickets.” 
| P r an’ a good way to “ feather your nest.’ 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “Fun’s ” WasH=Rwoman, 


Tue Clerk of the Weather didn’t for. 
get to skowl on us on Bank ’Ollerday, 
an’ to shed tears of rage about seana? 
think or othur, until we almost wept to 
think that our day’s outin’ shoud ’ave 
literally proved sich a‘ damper.” But 
I never went outside the door, at least, I 
tried to wunce, but I was blowed in 
agin. ‘‘ Blow Bank ‘Ollerday !’’ I ses 
to myself, an’ stayed at ’ome. 

The Allies are ’avin a tuff job over in 
China, but they must get to Pekin, 
for we shall never feel any real releaf in 
our minds till they does ; it’s unposserbel 
to swaller all the different stories that 
we ’ears about the Ministers, there’s a 
good many Lies nockin’ about, I bet. 

To leave the pig-tail for the Boer, so 
to say, the latter is still ’oldin’ out, an’ 
will do so until we can ketch De Wet an’ 
one or two othurs. Old Kruger is as 
obstinat as ever, an’ I shoud say is in ’is 
dottyage, with the sertin amount cf 
cunnin’ that you allus find in loonaticks, 

The ’Narkist plot isa wide-spread onc. 
The poor King of Italy, apparuntly, 
wasn’t the only intended victim, an’ the 
Shah ’ad a narrer escape. A pity that 
the ’ot-’eaded Italians kreated such dis- 
graceful scenes in the Chamber of 
Deputies; out of respect for the memory 
of their murdered Sovereign they ort to 
‘ave behaved thereselves. 

By-the-by, the young King of Italy ’is 
‘ighly accomplished, an’ bids fair to be 
a credit to ’is race. Wen ’e was a child 
’e was very delikat, an’ suffered from 
rickets, but ’e’s much stronger now. ! 
shoud say that anyone who sits on 2 
throne feels pretty ricketty these troublus 
times. 

A tremenjus statur is goin’ to be raised 
to the memory ot Alfred the Great. 
Seems a bit late in the day, to my idear, 
an’ I shoud say that, if the money it 
will cost was used for raisin’ some slum 
kids out of the ‘Slough of Despond,” 
Alfred woud be just as well pleased. 

It’s strange wot a lot of industries 
are nerglected in this country, sich as 
eters poultry-keepin’, mushroom-growin’, an’ 
Paes: 5 goat-keepin’ ; an’ I beleave bees are 

\ profitable, an’ woud ’elp to keep the 


NOT USED TO CONFETTI. sting of poverty from many a small 
‘ome. ButI swears by fowls; look at 
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CLITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BHVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods.’ 
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SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
TAN GLOSS, or 
BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minut Boot read 
’ 28, wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. oe ne 
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Vou. LXXII. 


Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took the Bishop of London down to Hampton 
Grammar School and helped him distribute prizes. He spoke a 
piece, and says life is too easy for us, we don’t work enough, and we 
ought to do some digging. Of course, he knows best what he has 
to do, but on this paper and with our Editor, well, we have to work, 
I should say, and don’t get time to put in much digging. Why it 
wis only last week the Chief refused me three days off to cut the 
grass on my front lawn at Clapham Rye! 


OTIUM CUM DIG, 


The Bishop of London’s been having his say, 
. And, hark at him shopman and clurk, 
And ’busmanh pursuing your eighteen-hour day— 
He says:we don’t do enough work ! 
So come, all ye printers and signalmen, too, 
And labourers down at the docks, 
The Bishop says digging’s what we ought todo ; 
So come along—pull up your socks ! 
Went down to Fox Hill, Aldershot, and helped off some smart 
manceuvres. Ran down to Brighton for the Cup (nearly missed my 
train on account of Big ‘Ben striking all sorts of hours), but came 
back and saw Parliament properly prorogued. 


Thursday.—Went to Cowes, Canterbury, and Brighton. Got 
wet through with all three different kinds of rain. Just to pass 
the time, went and saw a lot of Ministers and ex-Ministers, etc., off 
for their holidays. Got cold. Went home and had gruel. 


Friday.—Took Sir Wilfrid Lawson to breakfast with the Metro- 
politan Templar Federation at Exeter Hall. Went and had a 
drink afterwards. Took Her Imperial Graciousness Eugéne to 
visit Her Most Gracious, and left them-talking over old times—all 
about the Exhibitions of ’51, ’62, and ’67, and how different things 
are. Went and closed Cowes for them. Dismal meeting this year. 


A WARNING. 


It’s many a day, I’m bound to say, 
Since we met such dirty weather 

Ath’art our bows as we’ve found at Cowes— 
‘Which was dismal altogether. 

If the powers that be don’t wish to see 
The public faith diminished, 

They’ll mend their ways and have fine days, 
Next time, from start to finish. 


Saturday.—Went to Hyde Park yesterday and heard all—and 
possibly more—about the grievances of shop assistants, warehouse- 
men, and clerks. Ran over to Paris to-day and saw the Shah off 

home—no place like home, I dare say, and no doubt he wants to 
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get back and try his new motor cars. Went down to Canterbury 
and closed the proceedings for them. Fine day, but that simply 
looked like a chuckle on the weather’s part after being wet all the 
week, 

CRUEL WEATHER. 


A wet and weary ‘“ week ”’ it was 
They had at Canterbury, 

They couldn’t get in play because 
The grass was sodden (very). 
On Saturday the sun came out— 
Upon the back to pat them ? 
Not it! It knows its way about— 

’T was simply laughing at them. 


Monday.—Took the Lord Mayor and Lady down to Scarborough, 
helped the former to “ take the freedom ’’ as “ top boy,’’ and have 
all manner of fun. Opened the Zion Congress at Queen’s Hall. 
Helped Lady Muncaster to launch the new armoured vessel Hogue 
at Barrow, also saw the new P,.and O. steamship Persia put into 
the water at Greenock. Had an hour at the grouse, by the way. 


SAME OLD SPORT. 


The celebrated “ 12th” has come, 
And off the folks are scooting, 
° Some simply “ out of town,” and some 
‘‘To do a little shooting.” 
And here and there (he never lags !) 
The humourist one traces; 
Who speaks of people ‘‘ making bags, 
And even talksof ‘ braces.” 
Saw Lord Salisbury off to Schlucht and wished him better health. 
Back by Paris, where the students are having a merry ‘“ week,’’ and 
stayed for the “ gala ’’ performance of the opera. 


Tuesday.—Went and helped them to open the Horticultural Show 
at the Drill Hall, Westminster, and then escorted the Princess to 
Netley Hospital to visit the latest consignment of wounded. Had 
an hour at the Folkestone Regatta, and finished up at the Co-opera- 
tive Festival at the Crystal Palace. Oh, by the way—have you seen 
the City Police in their new sur bonnets ? 


A DOUBTFUL POLICE-Y. 


Oh, the constable’s a useful institution, 

And nobody, who isn’t quiet a fool, 
Would suggest the very slightest diminution 

Of the efforts made to keep him nice and cool ; 
They ought to give him serge continuations, 

And his head with helmet white they ought to deck, 
‘Instead of which ” he makes perambulations 

With a little bit of khaki on his neck! 


Tue SPOTTER. 
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artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Stout Couple.—‘* What! six shillings to the station! Surely that is very dear?” fl 
Cadbby.—* Oh, all right, it’s too ’ot to worry. Let’s say fourpence a pound for the couple of yer ! 
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Still Close to de Wet and Pekin. 


Amu I? Well, I do getas close as I can to it this hot weather. I 
should like to get close up to it and do more than peep-in. I should 
like to put my lips to de Wet and absorb de Wet entirely this hot, 
drying time. It do try one so, this tantalising de Wet, always being 








Chinese Song. 


Our Emperor owns two brothers, 
The sun god and pale moon, 
Of the latter he is fondest, 
So moon struck he was soon. 


after, and never getting within reach of, de Wet. 
remorseless and blighting fate ever attends my efforts. 


contact. 
relinquish my quest. 
Something will turn up, or 1 shall, 
seems solid, Nacelsior! 


I am still at it. 


However, a 
I am con- 


stantly reaching out before and as constantly failing to make 
[I must be tactless, quite; still, like Aurelia, I shall not 
I will not desert my Micawber de Wet. 
The stillness 





Sweet (Mitcham) Lavender. 
Tue Lavender fields round Mitcham, Wallington, 


a sight. We had occasion the other day to pass near 


of peppermint and other herbs in the same district, all 





essential oil industries. 


are now at 


their best, and may be seen in their full beauty, harvest operations 
having commenced in some parts. There is no finer sight to be 
obtained within such a short distance from the Metropolis than 
that of a lavender field in full bloom, such as may now be witnessed, 
and any admirer of nature is sure to derive great pleasure from such 


Wallington 


some of the fields belonging to Messrs. John Jackson and Company, 
and we were struck with the beauty of the spectacle. The same firm, 
who are very large growers and distillers, also own extensive fields 


of which are 


full of interest to any friend of these old-fashioned Mitcham 





Chorus.—Ching a ching a ching, bring the chopsticks ; 
Ching a ching a ching, now hand the rice; 
Ching a ching a ching, pickled spiders ; 
Ching a ching a ching, with stewed mice. 


Our land is call’d the flowery ; 
Blooms to our “ Joss”’ we bring, 
Chrysanthemums our fancy, 
Then festive songs we sing. 


Chorus.—Ching a ching a ching, bring sugar’d slugs ; 
Ching a ching a ching, now hand the tay; 
Ching a ching a ching, bring candied wasps ; 

Ching a ching a ching, three meals a day. 


Sure dig for coal feet thirty, 
And should there be a dearth, 

O then let not out the “‘ Dragons ” * 
To swallow up the earth ! . 


Chorus.—Ching a ching a ching, feast of flowers ; 
Ching a ching « ching, feast of the sun ; 
Ching a ching a ching, feast of birds’ nest ; 
Ching a ching a ching, now for our “ fun”! 


J. H. 


 * The Chinese believe at a certain depth the earth is full of Dragons. 
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he Tabloid Dinner. 

«A restaurant for concentrated food is 
to be started in Paris by an enterprising 
French chef. The happy diner will 
enjoy @ menu of tabloids. From the 
hors d’euvres to dessert his entire meal 
will be presented to him in a few square 
inches.” — Westminster Gazette.) 


TapLorps do not a dinner make, 
Nor hunger’s pangs assuage, 

Though medical reformers state 
They should be all the rage. 

No more for Phyllis fair and me 
__—'s hostel will provide 

A feast of reason—’tis, alas ! 
Distinctly Barmecide. 

No dainty trout the board will grace 
To gladden festive eyes, 

For piscine tabloids take its place, 
And fail to appetise. 

“Quantum mutatus ’’! gone the fork ; 
No sparkling bow] will flow ; 

No more will pop the welcome cork 
Of Pommery Greno. 

‘Tis tabloid salons everywhere— 
Ah! concentrated woe. 

Each erstwhile captivating course 
Now honoured in the breach is— 

But what a boon, could they compress 


(dinner ) 
The after | tabloid j speeches ! 








The Open Door. 
(‘It doesn’t matter what they are or 
where they come from. fPaupers or 


anarchists, they can all come in.”— 
WiLL WoRKMAN in The People. | 


ComEin! Comein! No matter that 
You haven’t got a sou, 
There’s room for all you foreigners— 
For Pole or Russian Jew, 
To settle in the slummy east, 
And “ sweat ”’ for all your worth ; 
To lead the life of unclean beast— 
A pollution on earth ! 


Comein! Comein! No matter that 
You are an anarchist, 

Whose murd’rous hand is raised against 
The ones that most are missed ; 

You’re welcome here to plot and plan 
A vile conspiracy ; 

We shut the door upon no man, 
However bad he be! 
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M.P.’s at Play. 


THE Big Schoolboys are out of School, 

Where many a one has “ played the 
fool ”’ ; 

Where more than one’s been ‘“ brought 
to book ”’ 

And hung his head with bashful look ; 

Where some were often ‘‘ out of form,” 

And some used language labelled 
ce warm,” 

And some might be voted “ no class,” 

Another written down “ an ass”; 

But now not one does care a jot, 

The School and all can ‘go to pot” ; 

The Big Schoolboys are all at play, 

And mean to enjoy their holiday ! 


—— 








Undaunted. 


Eminent Author’s Wife.—“ Charles! I 
believe there’s a man under the bed.” 

Eminent Author (wearily and sleepily). 
—*T expect it’s one of those confounded 
interviewers. Tell him I won’t see 
nhim,.”’ 
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PUNCTUALITY A VIRTUE. 


Porter. —** There will be five shillings to pay for this ’ere excess luggage.” 


(Miss Blokkum is too amazed, and stops progress with protests. What we may expect im 
consequence of the railway companies’ decision to charge for excess luggage.) 
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HOW THE WORK’S DONE. 


Policeman, 


‘ Still loafin’ about, Jim ? ” 


Jim.-—** Well, there ain't so much difference between you and me arter all.. You 
does nuffin’, and gits paid for it, and J does nuffin’, and don’t.” 


The Plot that Failed. 


BANNERMAN !— 


I rHouGnt my “ Little England ” ery 


Would surely pull us throu 


gh— 


And no one's more surprised than I 


To find it will not do. 


And to myself, upon the whole, 


A likeness I can trace 


To anglers who can sell their soul, 


But cannot catch a place. 


I thought Balfour was in our hands ; 
I thought the game was won; 
But he has broken all our bands, 


And seems to think it fun. 


To kidnap takes a deal of time, 


In 


I 


And scientific trapping ! 
fact, to kidnap is a crime 


Best done when kids are napping. 


thought to take great 
place, 
As leader of my Party— 


Gladstone's 








I thought elections I could face 
With humour blithe and hearty ; 

I thought that I could do the trick, 
And do it rather well— 

But though at thinking I am quick, 

To thinking I am forced to stick— 
And—isn’t this a cell? 

Harcourt :— 

I thought a “ local veto ” game 
Was certain to succeed. 

I thought to win a lasting name 
For those who run to read. 

Said I: “ The Tory host will fall 
Before my biting wit, 

And bold Balfour will sing quite small— 
But, oh, the biter’s bit ! 

Balfour, whom I had planned to catch, 
Is going strong and well ; 

The mischief that I meant to hatch 
Is but an empty shell. 

The would-be jailer lies in jail, 
Nor will they let him go— 


——————= 


For who on earth would be his bail 
I’m sure I do not know. 

I thought to steer the Ship of State, 
Or hold the reigns of Power— 

And so contrive my country’s fate, 
If only for an hour. 

I thought that I could rule the roast, 
And rule it rather well— 

I thought to lead a mighty host, 

To occupy a lofty post, 
And isn’t this acell ? 


JOHN BuLL :— 


Ha, ha! my friends, you're safe at last, 
Though at your fate you chafe, 
I’m glad your little day has passed, 
For now the country’s safe. 
You’d take the place of better men, 
And all your trumps were aces ; 
But in this little cell, I ken, 
You’ll find your proper places. 
With fads and cant you’d make your way, 
At least, that’s how you planned it- 
The * pious pirate ’’ was your ‘“‘ lay ’’»— 
Or else the ‘‘ moral bandit ”’! 
But I’ll have nought to do with fad, 
And cant but makes me grieve— 
That you and yours are mad or bad 
I really must believe. 
You thought to come and scoop the pools, 
But you’ve been badly “ left,” 
Ie fact, I think of knaves and fools, 
*The country’s now bereft. 
You thought to reign as brother kings; 
But I shall ring your knell— 
You flew too high and singed your wings, 
And now must think of lowlier things — 
For isn’t this a cell? 


Ha, ha! my lads, your plans have failed, 
Your final chance has gone. 

You'll just sit there until you’re bailed, 
Or till your trial’s on. | 

I do not think your tale will please 
The jury or the judge, 

And:though you plead on bended knecs, 
I think they’ll murmur “‘ fudge’’! 

Yes, yes, your little game must cease, 
Your policies insane— 

You’re to well known, to the police, 
To take us in again. 


_ You’d kidnap people, would you? Why, 


One man would thrash you two. 

And anyone, who'd like to try, 
Could quickly kidnap you. 

You thought to steer the Ship of State? 
No crazy craft I think her— 

But such a captain, such a mate, 
Would very quickly sink her ! 

You think that you can take us in 
With any tale you tell ? 

Without a card the game you'd win? 

Oh that, my lads, was far too thin— 
And—isn’t this a cell ? 











Kruger’ Rejuvenated. 


[A Central News telegram from 
Lorenco Marques reports Mr. Kruger in 
the best of good humour, and enjoying 
better health than he did in Pretoria. 
The wrinkles on, his face have dis- 
appeared, his beard is cropped, and, 
altogether, he is looking years younger. } 


THE old man’s “ bucking up,” it seems, 
But you can safely bet 

That all his-hopes are empty dreams, 
He’ll come a “‘cropper”’ yet. 

His beard has been cropped—(“ There’s 

‘air! ”’)— 

Of wrinkles he’s not one; 

A “wrinkle” to give him, I dare— 
It is, to own he’s “‘ done ”’! 
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THE PLOT THAT FAILED! 











E AT THE TRIAL.” 
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JOHN BULL.—* YOU’LL STAND A POOR CHANC 


John Bull’s telegram to Lord Salisbury. 


ARE IN PrRIsON.”’ 


Tur LEADERS 


CLUMSILY CONCEIVED. 


EMPT TO KIDNAP BALFOUR WAS 


ATT 


THe 


(For Cartoon Verses, eee page 60.) 








































> . hanes & . , . 
: 3 oS ages ms sect ‘ tated 2 ger 
: : = * Mls satin e fe 9 ae 

4 ae ee ann . = “ a - _— = 

ee ——_ : = Ss eed . . x. a 
awe os ee ar > “ ’ ~ - 
~ - . i — — — . 

- ee ane a = o- _ — men 
en ee Pa eee: tye Sent pt a gies ’ . = rs 
. Be penaavenees Se ete | 


. ff a ee 
Faw -> 


ea agi 
- 







ee ee a ee 2a gy 
. a ~ 







wert 










; a 
mend =% 


lm 
= 
5 sai 











—- e 


ne 








te 
en ae 
ae 


a 









POLS cheese: i a ety 
ig: Pee ay te: en a 






TEP wt 











ain 
Se ee ww 








































62 


The “Fun” Club. 
TENTH MEETING. 


Ir was a Political night or nothing, and the manners of the 
Company were so very bad, it was quite like being in the House of 
Commons, for the members made themselves quite at home. 
Distinguished people made the vilest and wildest imputations 
against other distinguished people; and someone even went so far 
as to assert that Lord Londonderry had permitted the postmen to 
wear straw hats when on duty simply because his aunt-by-marriage 
once had a housekeeper whose step-daughter’s first husband was a 
man of straw. Lord Londonderry repudiated the wicked 
suggestion with much indignant asperity, but a derisive laugh 
was the nearest approach to an apology he was able to 
extract from his political opponents. A gentleman who 
spoke with a fine and vigorous brogue, and who was believed to be 
in) some way connected with the Emerald Isle, then rose to his feet 
and the occasion and charged Lord Salisbury with deliberately and 
maliciously deceiving the Ambassadors of the Great Powers. The 
orator was, however, quickly and decisively howled down. It was 
recognised at once that he had gone too far, it was clearly a case of 
hitting below the Champion’s belt, for everyone knows that British 
Diplomatists never deceive anyone. Mr. Chamberlain seemed 
very annoyed about something or other, and went about asking 
people if he was his brother’s keeper, and what the deuce they 
meant by it, and absolutely “efused to be comforted. Lord Rosebery 

it by himself and tried to count the number of Liberal Parties on 
his fingers, but found that he hadn’t enough fingers to go round so 
large a happy-family circle. Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman brought 
a model of an expanding platform of his own invention, capable of 
holding more or less uncomfortably as many Political Parties who 
liked to scramble on. Sir William Harcourt discussed teetotalism 
and a bottle of Johannesburg with his brother cynic, Mr. 
l.abouchere, Lord Salisbury wired to say that be was resting, and to 
request Fun to see to things during his absence; and Fun com- 
menced to see to things at once; two things at once, for he is 
keen-eyed, and has never yet taken a hawk for a handsaw, or a 
cheap ‘Program’ for a Spirited Foreign Policy. Sir Edward 
Clarke wandered about asking everyone when the General Election 
was to be, and if anyone could tell him of a safe seat for a little 
(Icngland) one. The political discussion was at its height, and free 
fights were imminent, when Mr. MacDougall and Mr. Parkinson 
rusbed into the room in a state of great agitation. 

‘Good gracious!” said Lord Rosebery, rising to greet them. 
‘Fancy meeting you! This is a surprise.” 

‘* Might I ask,” said Sir William Harcourt, “who these gentle- 
men are?” 

‘Two Nonconformist colleagues of mine from the County 
Council,”’ said the one and only Chairman. 
weer !"’ shouted Sir William; “ pray introduce 

| 
_ The introduction being completed and their names being entered 
in Sir William's book of possible followers, Lord Rosebery asked 
his two boon companions if anything serious had happened. 

a Su h goings on!” said Mr. MacDougall. ‘ Parkinson will tell 
yout 

“No, no,” said Parkinson, with a beautiful blush, “I couldn't, 
really, Such a dreadful thing to speak about, really, you know!” 

“Nota works scandal, I trust,” said Lord Rosebery. 

“Hush!"’ cried MacDougall; “not before the boy! 
nothing of that kind, but this heat wave ——” : 
* Too warm for you, I suppose ? ”’ said Lord Rosebery, 
.; Oh, it’s not that,’’ said MacDougall ; ‘* but listen here—I’ve 
just received this communication from America—t women in the 
smart set at Newport have within the last few days taken to wear- 
ing duck-trousers while yachting.’ ” 
‘ a ducks murmured Lord Rosebery. 
ME re Sy par i ee ee Harcourt. aes 
ie 8: said Lord Rosebery, hastily. “I was thinking 
7 ctgcmd po hy ¥ << roa Neeson ag oughtn’t to be aloud! ”’ 
oo tien cee all, is it, Par inson ?" cried Mr. MacDougall. 
; g women of Narragansett are in the habit of walking 
about town in their bathing-suits! ”’ 
: a ety does that effect us?” said Lord Rosebery. 
y, the heat wave is coming over here, isn’t it ?’’ cried Mr 
MacDougall. { 
“So it is,’ said Mr. Swinburne joining the group, “and: it’s 
to be hoped that English women will have the sense to follow an 
American example.” 


Oh, no, 


‘Sir!’ said Mr. Macdougall. 

és h °? ~~ —_ : > ° 
' Oh," said Lord Resebery, “ you mustn’t mind him: he’s full of 
lun, Swinbdurne! ulways was!” 
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“ T’vedone alittle verse on the subject,”’ continued Mr. Swinburne, 
‘‘ which I will now read to you. I call it 


“A QUESTION OF FIGURES, 


‘The heat wave has caused a tremendous sensation 

Among our American Cousins; 

The ladies out there, to their friends’ admiration, 
Are wearing duck trousers by dozens. 

To heat-waves I once had a rooted objection, 
And about them I once used to rave— 

But now that they wave in this charming direction— 
Oh, long may they wave! | 


‘‘ Now gone are the feathers and flounces of fashion, 

Departed the petticoat’s rustle— 

The ‘“ yoke” is thrown off in a moment of passion, 
And no one would dream of a “ bustle.” 

The eel-skirt no longer prevents girls from walking, 
It’s all over with “‘ gussets”’ and “ tucks ’’— 

And the dandies of Newport are all of them talking 
Of dear little ducks! 


‘“‘ Now that bathing costumes may be seen in the High Street 

The Puritans thither are flocking-— 

They pour in their thousands from alley and bye-street, 
And murmur a chorus of ‘ Shocking!’ 

The field-glass purveyors are all looking pleasant, 
And nobody finds it too warm— 

For the feminine form is considered at present 
The best of “ good form ”’! 


‘So it’s hip and hurrah, for the heat wave’s advancing 
Across the astonished Atlantic ; 
And with joy Mr. Grundy is merrily dancing, 
And poor Mrs. Grundy is frantic. 
All the men who love ‘ figures ’—accountants, and such like, 
Are departing from ledger and desk— 
For they’ve heard that the Brighton Parade will be much 
like 
A scene from Burlesque. 
**T knew you’d do it,’”’ said Sir William reproachfully to the poet. 
‘*¢ You’ve frightened our friends away with your fancy verse.”’ 
‘* Never mind; they are awful bores,”’ said Lord Rosebery. 
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NO CATCH. 
She.—“T see by the paper that Kruger’s still fishing for con- 


ditions. 
of that.”’ 

He.—“ Rather not; but yet; at the same time, we're told that our 
wily Boer has hooked it. Funny, eh?” 


Surely he’s fly enough to know that Bobs won’t take any 
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iT By the bye,” said Mr. Alfred Austin, rT; have you ee er" 
Sheldon, ‘In-His-Steps’ Sheldon, has said’ about the English 

ople? He says they are mostly intoxicated, and that in every 
Frouse he visited he had intoxicants set before him.” 

“Happy fellow!” murmured Sir William. “Why sometimes 
when I’m down in Wales I have to take quite a long journey to—er 
—very warm for the time of year, isn’t it?” 

“ Well,” continued the Laureate, ‘I have done a little song on 
the subject. I call it :— 


“THe ‘Tiant’ Litrte IspLanp. 


“Great Sheldon whose virtues are priceless and many, 
Whose vices are easily numbered at nil. 

Whose advice (to be had at the price of a penny) 
Is quite as much advertised now as a pill. 

This Sheldon’s complaining that drink alcoholic 
When Britons assemble is not far to seek ! 

And Sheldon’s not fond of a spirited frolic, 
When the spirit is strong and the flesh it is weak. 


Chorus :— “‘ Mister Sheldon says, here we’re addicted to beer— 
Well, we certainly find this a dry land! 
Though it may not be quite, a ‘ right-little-tight,’ 
Sheldon says it’s a ‘‘ tight ”’ little island ! 


“Oh, Sheldon is shocked at our naughty proceedings— 
Toast and water’s jis tipple for drinking a toast— 

Though he came over here to have us at his readings, 
He found that we, so to speak, ‘‘ had him on toast’’! 

So he’s fiercely indignant and flaming with passion, 
He’s taken in hand his too Scriptural pen— 

As for common politeness that’s quite out of fashion, 
So the Lion of Britain he beards in his den ! 


Chorus :— ‘* And he says that in fine we're addicted to wine— 
And he says that Great Britain’s a vile land— 
But that’s only his spite, it’s a ‘ right-little-tight ’— 
Though he calls it a ‘ tight’ little island!” 

“Yes,” said Fun, “I fancy our little island will last a little 
longer yet. Our Rulers seem to:be waking up a bit ; our piece of 
China is not to be given to the first-comer after all!” 

‘‘No,” said Lord Rosebery, ‘‘ the Anglo-Saxon race is making 
itself felt in the Far East, after all. The States seem to have a 
word to say at last.’ Bin Bh 

“Tl rather fancy,” said Mr. Balfour, ‘“‘ that Conger is pretty 
strong!” 

* Yes,”’ said Mr. William Watson, ‘‘I did a bit of verse on him. 
I call it 

‘‘ FISHERS OF MEN. 


‘‘ America’s Ambassador—no one could be smarter— 
Caught a little Chinaman—found he’d caught a Tartar ! 
Tartar caught Ambassador—wished he’d waited longer— 
Finding a Sea-Serpent in a simple-looking Conger.” 


‘ Funny idea,” said Lord Lansdowne, “ that of Kruger’s lioness 
coming to the Zoo.” 

‘Well, the British Lion is in Pretoria—exchange is no robbery !” 
said Mr. Goschen, with a Belleville smile. 

‘I think we ought to have Kruger himself in the Zoo,”’ said Fun; 
‘instructive and amusing, and safe!” 

“True,” said Lewis Morris, ‘‘I had an idea for that myself. 
Knocked it into shape last night. I will read it.” And the poet 
read as follows :— 


“Paul Kruger’s famous lioness is living in the Zoo. 
And a rumour’s somehow got about that Kruger’s coming too. 
Though until they have a Boer on view the keepers all will fret, 
They admit they haven’t classified the animal as yet. 


“ Will they put him with the serpents? He is venomous and slim! 
Or with the mules? For obstinate is just the term for him! 
Will they put him with the peacocks for his misdirected pride? 

Or leave him in the monkey house till scientists decide ? 

“Of course, it doesn’t matter—so we cage him pretty soon— 

Whether Kruger is a vulture, a hyena, or baboon— 

But the public’s approbation Mr. Bartlett’s sure to win 

If he labels him the Ass who dared to don the Lion’s skin! ” 

While the poet was standing in an attitude of self-admiration his 
audience slipved quietly away to supper. 
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Jagger’s Holiday. 


[1900 is a red-letter year to the young shavers of the District 
Messenger Company. ‘They all have enjoyed, are enjoying, or will 
enjoy, a week at the seaside—thanks to the kindly efforts, on their 
behalf, of the Duke of Portland and Lord Arthur Hill.] 


THE Messenger Boy on a jaunt has gone, 
And in sportive mood you'll find him ; 
For the satchel, which daily he girded on, 
He has left for a week behind him. 
As the vernal lamb in the meadow skips, 
So over the sands he gambols, 
With the pleasant thought that his thoughtless trips 
Are distinct from those rapid rambles 
Wheén they who in London his powers employ 
Keep a drastic check on the Messenger Boy ! 


The Messenger Boy must the serpent’s skill 
Combine with the harrier’s fleetness : 

And Cavendish-Bentinck and Arthur Hill 
Have foreseen that a fine completeness 

Of mutiple talents, the whole year through, 
He can scarce to his patrons render, 

Unless he be granted a day or two 
(Like his betters) of Freedom’s splendour. 

So an irresponsible week of joy 

Enraptures the heart of the Messenger Boy! 


The Messenger Boy to his task returns 
From the place where the sands commingle 
With the swishing waves. And there boils and burns 
In his veins a new-found “ tingle,’’ 
Which adds a zest to his boyish brain, 
And adds to his heels the lightning; 
And they whose fame he must needs maintain 
(As they take due note of the bright’ning 
Of all his faculties) take new joy-— 
Yea, an hundredfold—in the Messenger Boy ! 


The Messenger Boy is no sleepy ‘‘ slouch,” 
Though at times we jesters jeer him. 
But this as a fact I will boldly votch— 
That his cu1eFs (who would rightly rear him 
To run, to canter, to chase, to race 
In duteous pathey act rightly 
When they spare him a season of workless grace : 
Since footsteps more lithe and sprightly 
Will, for months, to those who his powers employ, 
The GRATITUDE prove of the Messenger Boy ! 
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Something in a Name. 


A patriotic father in the North of London recently named his 
baby “‘ Khakina ”—this, of course, in honour of the boys who are 
busy doing the country’s work in South Africa. We doubt, how. 
ever, whether the girl, when she grows up, will appreciate her 
progenitor’s patriotic motives. For one thing, the name will always 
act as a rough reminder of her age—a terrible prospect for a lady! 
Still, it might have been much worse. What if our soldiers had 
gone out in a red coat instead of khaki? She might then have been 


known as Scarletina ! 
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Against the Tied. 
(Mr. Broadhurst and Sir John Brunner have prepared a Bill for 
the abolition of the tied licensed houses. ] 


Way on the tied house waste your shot, 
And make it target for abuse ? 

Tis plain if you untie the knot, 
The house will surely then be ‘‘ loose”! 
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All Sound. 


Mrs. Gabbel (groaningly).—‘I don’t believe I’ve got a sound 


organ in my body, John.” 
Mr. Gabbel.—* Haven’t you got your tongue?” 





A Scenic Display. 


[Mr. MacNeill and Mr. Lloyd George were responsible for two 
scenes in the House just prior to the prorogation of Parliament.) 


WHEN in the councils of the nation 

The voice of passion intervenes— 
Remember in extenuation, 

In making Acts you must have ‘‘ seenes”’ ! 
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“On Things in Genera)” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s” WasHERWomay, 


Tue Boer plot to kidnap Lord Roberts 
was a bit of rare cheek, but “ Bobs» 
ain’t the sort of chap to be kort nappin’ 
’e’s a jolly site too wide-awake. I ’opes 
no leanancy will be shown to the willing 
who was goin’ to murder all the British 
officers ; deadly reptiles ort to be ’xter. 
minated. 

The Chinese Government—if you can 
call it by sich a name—seems ve 
anxshus that the Ministers shoud leave 
Pekin, an’ thus be at the mercy of the 
mob on the road to Tientsin. Velly 
‘nicee planee, John Chinaman, but no 
catchee! Li Hung Chang ’as been 
empowered to open peace negosiashuns, 
an’ must be treated accordin’ to ’is well- 
known karacter, wich is decidedly foxy, 

It’s pleasin’ to learn from reports on 
1S, the subject that the British merchant 
‘MW navy still leads the way, Uncle Sam 
Vi. bein’ second. But it’s bad noos that 
\ Ky we’re employin’ more furrin sailors than 
| Wy iy, tN, ever. ‘Owisit? Is it because we don’t 
WA Maal ygner, pay enough wages, or is the Briton’s 

a ons love of a sea life dyin’ out? Anyway, 
it’s a serious matter. My pore dear 
’usbing used to say, ‘‘ Never trust a 
furriner.”” ’E lent one tuppence once, 
an’ ’he never paid ’im back. 

We ’ave lost a great man by the death 
of the Lord Chief Justice. ’E was an’ 
Irishman, an’ one of the best, an’ there’s 
no better man than a thorough good 
Irishman: the Redmonds, an’ sich.|like, 
is only spurius artikels. 

The shop assistants are on the growl. 
They don’t like the low wages, nor the 
‘‘ livin’ in.’”’ There is no doubt that 
they ’ave many reel grievances, speshully 
in drapers’ shops; I know I shouldn’t 
“ cotton ” to the life. 16 appears that 
in some shops the grub wot’s purviled 
don’t ‘“‘go down” at all nice, an’ the 
sleepin’ arrangements might be be'ter. 

There’s been an awful lot of Alpine 
accidents of late. ’Ow people can be so 
fool’ardy as to risk their lives jist to 
reach a sertin height on a mounting is 
beyond me. Life is up-hill work 
enough without doin’ any unnecessary 
climbin’. 

If you wants to ’ave a’appy day on 
PRACTICAL. the briny Tems all the way to Mar- 
gate or Boulogne an’ back, ’av a trip on 
La Marguerite, wich is most kom- 
modeus.. ‘“ Redeross ” as ritten a pritty 
littel ‘‘ brosure” on the subject, wich 18 
quite lurin’. 


ANDERSON ’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BEVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
” »  BELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
- eer rss men and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
‘or imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of B Leat 
enn teen on rown her goods use 
BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two article 
. es, in two minutes, boot ready to west 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you got them. 9 oe ‘ 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 
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Edwin.—‘* What would his little wifey do if a horrid great train suddenly rushed 
down this line and killed poor Edwin? Would she die, too ?” 

Angelina (from U.S.A.).—‘*No! guess I'd take the next train to London and 
see about the insurance money! ”’ 
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